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longer living together; we had parted a second time, but thi# time without bitterness of any kind; lie had learnt to feel that I wanted to live alone, and had moved away Into the Latin quarter, whither I made occasional expeditions. I accompanied him once to the old haunts, but various terms of penal servitude had scattered our friends, and I could not interest myself In the new. Nor did Marshall himself interest me as he had once done. To my eager taste, he had grown just a little trite. My affection for him was as deep and sincere as ever; were I to meet him now I would grasp his hand and hail him with firm, loyal friendship; but I had made friends in the Nouvolle Athonos- who Interested me passionately, and my thoughts were absorbed by and set on new ideals, which Marshall had failed to find sympathy for, or even to imderstand. I had Introduced him to Degas and Manet, but he had spoken of Julea Loffivre and Bouguoroau, and generally shown himself incapable of any higher education; he could not enter where 1 had entered, and this was alienation. We could no longer ©von talk of the same people ; when 1 spoke of a certain marquise, he answered with an indifferent "Do you really think B0f* and proceeded to drag ma away from my glitter of satin to the dingineas of print dresses. It was more than alienation, It was almost separation; but he was still my friend, he was the man, and h© always will be, to whom my youth, with all Its aspirations* waa most closely united. So I turned to say good-bye to him and to my past life. Rap—rap—rap 1          by Baudelaire;
